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introduction, but it made us at once quite social. "These
are barbarous themes -for conversation," said I, smiling,
"can you tell why Dr. M. selected them for our discus-
sion?" "Oh, because they are the subjects of the novel
I am now writing." Then we talked at large about
his work. I knew I could not choose a more interesting
topic, and it was one I too felt a peculiar interest in. I
questioned him as to his mode of composition, the time
he took, &c. "And do you enter into the feelings of the
characters you describe?" "So perfectly," said he, "that
my paper is often blotted with my tears and I weep, bit-
terly weep, over sorrows of my own creation." He has
likewise published two little poems. The poetry is not
very good, but moral and tender. But the poor little
author is one of the ugliest of God's creation. Yet he
interested me more than Cooper who is a very handsome,
fine looking man. He has more heart if he has not more
genius. Dr. M. showed us a great variety of natural
curiosities but as I told Mr. Smith, he is the greatest
curiosity in his collection, he was vastly amusing, dressed
himself in an indian or mexican mantle with some out-
landish crown, and a mexican sword, and enacted Monte-
zuma for us. Afterwards he put all the same savage
regalia on Mr. Bleecher, who looked handsomer than I
ever saw him in any dress. We called him PSzzaro or
Cortes, his black eyes, whiskers, curling hair, and heavy
eyebrows, gave him quite the appearance of a Spanish
grandee. . . .o me, whose work is now in the press.          |;
